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H A T ſcene the PR attempts to draw, 


Which angels wich amaze ſhall view, 


When guilt looks pale, ſhall ay awe, 


But wie no conſcious dread in yor. 


Each breaſt which godlike zeal W 


Shall feel no damp, or « cond ſurprize ; 5 
When whelm d beneath the rapid fires 
Pour d from above, 1 Nature dies. 
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The he” cart; the at =, 
Thoſe a the pointed ue . J 
All want a power, to pain the 9% 


0 
When virtue arms, and lung the heart... | 


In raptures you the hour ſurvey 


( When crowns ſhall wither, {ceptres ruſt ) 
Which animates our mould ring cli, 3 
And re-inſpires our kindling 


View then in thought the ſhow'r deſcend, 
T o cloſe each ſcene of worldly bs 
When all beneath the fun ſhall end, 
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0 
A nth? 8 proud rulers want a name. 


As now the melting orbs appear 


Aloft, preſaging nature 8 doom; z N 
Whoſe eye ſhall gaze, nor own its four ; 'S 
Whoſe heart reflect, and not conſume? | 
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Nothing 
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Nothing or good, or ſtrong, or brave 

I The world now boaſts, ſhall long endure 

4 Heav'n's glowing flames — nor Britain fave, 
Dear to that heay'n, 1 realnis ſecure. 


Tho' William, long her guide and truſt; 
Tho once her ctown: Eliza wore: 
She too muſt weep her tow'rs in duſt, 
And bleſs each morarch's love no more. 


What Harry's ſword, and Churchills arm, ) 
And George's Fame, had rais d fo high, 

See! at one dreadful loud command 
All doom'd to melt away, and die. 
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In vain her rocks and:icfleiogeaidertod cent ve 
Her ſea-girt empire now-ſurround,” -*- - -- 
When Heav'n its.livzng lightning: guides . 
Her ſtrength and beauty to .confound, == 
221] B 2 Hark ! 
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Hark! at that deep amazing ſound, 7 1 b 


At that more loud, AucusTa found, 


Pride of the world, a whelming grave. 


No eye ſhall once the empire tra cc, [1 I 
Where Carolina liv'd | ador'd; | 5 Oil b 

Unable to diſcern the ſp are 1 
Where Caribage aw'd, or Memphis ſoar 0. 


Aſk then thy heart, as from tlie air 
Heav'n darts its rolling thunders round, 
If thou haſt taught it yet td ber b Sto 18 1998 
Without a dread the midnight ſound??dꝰ 


If thy Gn boſom can ſuſtain ; 14901 120 ian a) 

The terror, when the raining fire rooms * 224 

Burſts from above; nor feels a pain 
When cherubs fear, and worlds expire! 


Let 


[5] 

Let heav'n one moment want thy pray rr. 
While thy fad ſilent thoughts deplore | 
The carth's diſtreſs, weak man's deſpair;; 
Nature now {ſmiling Now no more. 


As now deſcends the vengeful fire, wo wt ware 
Vain is each hope, and human truſt: 
The proud grow faint, the brave expire, 
And all fink trembling,” but the juſ. 


The patriot then, and pious king 
Each pureſt joy and rapture ſh are 
Feels in his breaſt a tranſport ſpring, 
When ev'ry boſom elfe deſpains! +: +l) 1 
Each gen'rous act, and pious deed. 
Thy heart- felt pang ſhall then allay ß 
The orphan chear d, the captive fred. 
The tear or ſtapp:d, of wip'd away. 
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In Heay'n's bright records deep enroll'd, 24 
In Britaims annals fair engrav d, 

Black treaſon, by thy aid controll d,. 
Rebellion .cruſh'd, and freedom. ch 2:35:11 


To view thy own diſtinguiſh'd fame, ©» 
In virtue's model fairly caſt, - 7 it 0569 ei nis 
Would eaſe thy heart, ſhould: heav'n proclaim iT 
The preſent moment were thy laſt. 


At | that laſt ſolemn awful qay, "+ 14 4014, 15 IT 
When merit claims its juſt renown, Iii 1 01 ; 
Thy mitre may diffuſe 4 ray! 5 god wif £7 al T7 
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That dims the luſtre of a ro ww. 


What then in life we boaſt of blame, 2001 £32 Hon 
In darkneſs loſt, will ſoon be oer 
When both the firſt and meatieſt ams 
Shall both be mixt ot be no more! 
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With awe tho” ſceptres now are ſeen, A b i 
And glory ſoars on eagle- wings, oh 

No diff rence once ſhall ſound between 1 1: 1 

Who till'd the earth, and counſel d king. 


Twill kill ambition, ftartle "pride, 1 1 
That for a fame ba Grialdeus nö / 

To know, that regal marbles hide 
No ſweeter than a peaſant's dann „eu bn 


re 
* 


Whence ſpring theſe agonies, my ſoul? 
My trembling heart, what melts away? 


The voice of fate can fighs controul, © --- 44 4. 44 
Or tears the frowns of heav'n ally? 10 10 


O! ſtop, dread Pow'r, thy thunder's ſound, 
Which with amaze all nature fill??? 
Without that flame thy looks can wound; 

Thy eye, without thoſe flaſhes, kills, 
FAS TA Why, 
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Why, then, from off thy angry throne 


Are ſhed thoſe ſtreams of living fire; 


When at thy breath, thy looks alone, 


The world conſumes, and we expire! 


Shall man then guard agnnchat hour, 
The period, when the driving flame 
Shall blot out Britain's envy'd pow'r, 


And throw a ſhade o'er all her fame; 


When Blenbeim's fields ſhall be forgot, 
Her armies boaſt, and nobleſt pride; 

As if the victors ne er had fought, 

Or on her ' plains the valiant died? 


See now what various ſcenes of woe 


All nature's mournful face oerſ{pread :;. 


We gaze, we faint, and hardly know 
Which are the living, who the dead. 


Heav'n 


LE Þ: ] 
Heav'n does each human ſenſe confound, 
Diſtract the ear, amaze the eye; 
As at the trumpet's awful ſound 
The dead awake, the living die. 


While the ſame blaſt which ſhakes the tomb, 
The earth deep piercing from the ſkies, 
To man imparts, a diff rent doom, 
As ſome expire, and ſome ariſe ! 


Dominion, glory, birth, and pride, 
The warrior's wreath, and monarch's crown, 
Jenovan's wrath alike abide; 


All loſt, beneath his awful frown. 


Pitying ourſelves ſome. wretch's doom, 
As now he breathes a dying groan ;, - 
We in a ſecond flaſh conſume, 
And ſink in death with him we moan. 
wil © 1 


[1] 
O! ceaſe the ways of heav'n and fate, 
Tho' deem'd myſterious long, to blame; 


Sce the low cell, and piles of ſtate, 


Diſtinguiſh'd once, are now the ſame. 


No more their gilded tops-diſplay'd, Id ven oh oli 4 
To one mixt heap of ruin turn 0d ñ 
The palace where the monarch ſway d, 


The cottage where the peaſant mourn'd. 


And thou no more, fad ſacred pile, 
To thy firm baſe and columns truſt, 
Tho' cloſing in each hallow'd ifle 


Some princely urn, or hero's duſt. ED 


Tho' Caroline, tho Naſſau ſleep 
Within thy vaults, their kindred fame 
And royal relics ſhall not keep 
Thy manſions guarded from the flame, : 
5 | How 
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How hop' d or fear d that ſolemn hour, 
Which levels thus the mean and great; 
When one no more ſhall boaſt his pow'r, 


Nor one his ſorrows more repeat! 


When birth ſhall be an empty name, 
The diadem a regal toy; 
And nothing then but virtuous fame 


Inſpire the heart with ſolid joy. 


Teach then thy heart to melt with fear 
Before that Pow'r, from whoſe dread eye 
. The hills, with all the load they bear, 
Would fain retreat, and farther fly. 
That Pow'r deſcends with what Aﬀright - 
All nature views his chariot roll; 
While double darkneſs clouds the night, 


And ev'ry ſtar deſerts the pole! 
oF His J 
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His dire retinue, as he goes 
Acroſs th' æthereal bending plains, 
War, peſtilence, unnumber'd woes, 


To tell the world, Jenovan reigns. | 


High on his cloud, as now he rides, 
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Majeſtic, awful, and alone, 
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The ocean parts, the rock divides, 


And trembling orbs his progreſs own. 


The flames he from his viſage pours 
Drive far th' affrighted hills away; 

The tempeſt's breath, and lightning's ſhow rs, 
Not half ſo keen or fierce as they. 


To make each ſenſe thy godhead o-õn, 
Leſs brightneſs to thy preſence give; 
Thus ſeated on thy blazing throne, 


Tis with deſpair we gaze, and live. 


What 


1 
What dims the ſun's meridian ray, 
But thy effulgence, far more bright? 
What ſhades the luſtre of the day, 


But thy ſuperior awful light ? 


Hide then thy face within the cloud, 

Or thy dread looks to mildneſs turn; 
Thy mighty thunders burſt too loud, 

Too fierce thy rapid lightnings burn. 


See the world's broken ruins ride, 
The relics of her orb o erthrown, 

Floating acre the fiery tide, 
Kindled at thy rebuke alone. 


Tremble, thou ſun ;. each planet, fear; 
Thou moon, with dying luſtre ſhine, 

And wheeling round earth's ſhatter'd ſphere 
Think the next ruin may be thine, 


[ 14 ] 
His pow'r how great, and ſov'reign ſway, 


Breaking each prop on which we truſt; 


Who with a word blots out the day, 


And turns each golden ſtar to duſt ! 


Whoſe arm and vengeance to withſtand, 
Is but to tempt our ſpeedier doom: 
With equal eaſe who lifts his hand, 


Or to create, or to conſume. 


While all things thus beneath the ſky, 
To meet their fate, with dread prepare, = 
The upright only turn their eye 05 
Up to their heav'n, without hates, 


Thy conſcious virtue then ſhall give 
Thy peaceful breaſt no dire alarm ; 
Each joy within that manſion live, 


When guilt looks pale, and dreads his um. 
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So the firm rock, from off whoſe ſide 
The angry ſurges back rebound, 


| Repels with eaſe the foaming tide, 
Nor feels its force, nor dreads its ſound. - 


But what is that ? What horrid gloom, 
That deluge of red fire below? 
Reſt not the guilty in thei tomb, 
Or gives not death the final blow ? 


Does Heav'n's reluctant rage ſupply - 


Freſh tortures ſtill ? its wrath extend 


Beyond the grave? Is once to die 


Not ever our remorſe to end ? 


Why roll thoſe billows then below, 
Why with that frightful luſtre glare? 

Why hear we trembling after death 
The groans and accents of deſpair ? 
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On heav'n we call to calm our woes, 


vs 


And footh thoſe pangs we long have mourn'd ; - 
But find, alas! that ſoft repoſe 
We ſought in death, to anguiſh turn'd. 


That dart from deſtiny which flew, dull 
Implor'd to quench our vital fires, 
Does an immortal life renew, -- | £ 


When but a mortal one expires. 


Who caſts a look within that gloom | 1 
Shiv'ring his heart, amaz'd his eye, 
Almoſt partakes each wretch's doom, 


Where crouds, ſtill dying, never die. 
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Sce! bore aloft from wave to wave, 
Sad numbers wiſhful to expire; 
In hopes to find a wretched grave 


Beneath the deep amazing fire: 
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i: Which, as it rolls above their head, 
And in dire furges all around; 
By Heav'n's undying anger fed, 
Burns not to kill, but'to confound. 


What wretch is doom'd that laſh to feel, 

b What guilty boſom to fuſtain, 

ö 1 That ſcorpion's ſting, that tort ring Wheel, 
That burning rack, that glowing chain? 


That bitter cry the traitor's breaſt, 


That groan more deep the tyrant: pour'd, 
That ſigh the parricide confeſt, - | 
All whelm'd in flames, but not devour d. 


Be ſad, my ſoul ; with awful fear 
Von deluge mark; thoſe flames behold; . 
And think if thou Heav'n's wrath canſt ber, 
Which gives thee pain, when only told. WEE) 
D Let 
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Let fame invite, ambition fire, 35 (OM 
When glory would thy foul ſubdue ; = 
With his dread name thy thoughts inſpire, 8. 
And bid the world's vain pomp adieu. 
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At that laſt awful ſolemn day, oh 1 159919 1:57 
When virtue claims its Juſt renown, Of 
Thy mitre ſhall diffuſe a ray, ne 


That dims the luſtre of a crown. 
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pr Religion's guardian, Britain's friend, 
i Thou, when he haſtens to appear, 
1 Shalt view the Saviour God deſcend, 
0 Nor feel a pain, nor own a fear. 
f The clouds that bear him on his way, 
1 As now to earth his ſteps decline, \ 
j With dread and ſadneſs may diſmay 
. i Each other heart, but cannot thine. 


Thoſe 
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F Thoſe thunders iſſuing from his throne, 
Thoſe rays his awful brow ſurround, 
| 8 Amaze not thee—'tis guilt alone | 


Starts at the blaze, and fears the ſound, 


41 Thee, long by fair- examples led, 
At nature's doom thy heart ſhall chear; 
W When pride ſhall faint, ambition dread, 


Stars melt away, and angels fear. 


4 Then this ſad muſe, to thee who ſings, 

To nobler heights her voice may raiſe, - 
ö And view, above, earth's crembling kings 
Off ring their crowns to wear her bays. 


hat then has birth its pride to feed? 
Why boaſt the great their vain renown, | 
f { hen he who tunes the guiltleſs reed, 

WM ay pity thoſe who wore a crown. 


D 2 . Who 
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Who then ſhall moan his mortal ſtate, 
Or the world's flecting glories boaſt ; 
Whoſe fighs complain of life's ſhort date ; 
Who know yon heav'ns ſhall ſoon be loſt! 


Since then the columns that ſuſtain 

The earth's ſtrong baſe, muſt ſoon decay, 
O! bear thy fate without a pain, 

If thou art frail as well as they ? 


If then the grave afflict thy eye, 
View nature's herſe, and ceaſe to mourn : 
If cer it ſeems a pain to die, 


Be ſtill to know the earth ſhall burn: 


That yonder ſun 8 fn to ſtray 
Along the ſky, for want of light, 
Without one beam, or fingle ray, 
To guide him in his darken'd flight: 
| 3 That 
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That crowns s ſhall mender; ſceptres ruſt; 
Pride awe no more ; - and thoſe that ſway 


The world's wide empires mix their duſt 2 
In one cold tomb. with vulgar clay. 


Dread Pow'r | thy ways I now defend, 
_ Too oft inclin'd, alas! to blame, 
Viewing the forn which ſoon ſhall end 
Mankind's Fs as well as fame. 
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